THE SECOND EVENING

"Our Jolly Roger is serious to-night," Vane-Howard

observed.

" He's very tired, poor man," said Georgie, smilinR
her hate. " I'm afraid he's had a very tiring after-
noon."

Arthur glanced up at his wife with a frown.
" Do look at Buckie over there/' murmured Vane-
Howard, feeling that their table needed something more
than music this evening. " My gad ! he's going to have a
bottle all to himself ! What can have happened ? He's
turning blue in the face with unsatisfied greed. I never
saw anybody get such a length of asparagus into his mouth.
No, really, it's worth watching. It's too marvellous! I
believe he'd eat the root if they left it on."

The Military Attache was enjoying his solitary dinner
with a Germanic thoroughness. It was, as Vane-Howard
said, marvellous to see the way he was able to devour those
great etiolated stalks, and to leave of each one nothing
except a few buttery fibres.

" And Buckie was being quite sentimental this morning
in the Chancery over the rights of small nations," Vane-
Howard drawled.

But no witticism of the Second Secretary's could enliven
that dinner-party. In the minds of three of the people
at that table an orchestra of thoughts was playing too many
distracting tunes.

It was a sign of the malaise which had clung not merely
to the dinner, but even to the cognac and coffee in the
hall afterwards, that they were among the first arrivals
at the Legation. Madame Nadegine, the smart little
English wife of the Russian Military Attache, who had
been dining with a party at her Minister's table, came up
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